INTRODUCTION
be here presented, the naixative often jumps whole weeks or
v;hofc episodes in Doughty's wanderings, and then links up
with a ftirther stage of his narrative, Needs must whet the
devil drives. My object in selecting these passages is that for
e/ery old reader to whom Arabia Deserta is known, there shall
be five new readers, shortly, to whom 'Passages' shall be a
great experience, exciting not only wonder and admiration,
but introducing to them a style consummate in its creative
richness.
For the style Is the book. Strange as it may seem it was
Doughty's aversion from modem English, it was his early settled
project to write a patriotic epic on The Nation's beginnings, to
continue the older tradition of Chaucer and Spenser, resisting to
my power the decadence of the English language,3 that led him
abroad, first to study philology in Holland, and then to travel
cn-er Europe, Syria, Palestine, and finally to enter Arabia. clt is
the Art Poetica to which I have been entirely wedded; and I have
devoted my life thereto ever since I left Cambridge, My travels,
wanderings and sojoumings in other lands have been but inci-
dents therein/1 And it was the magnificent, creative style of
Arabia Dtscrta that brought on him all the head-shakings, raised
eyebrows, protests and pity of the Cambridge dons, of the pack
of reviewers and of various literary lights, not to speak of the
eminent firms of publishers who refused even to consider the
publication of the book unless it were entirely rewritten in
modern style by some literary gentleman!
These eminent professors, these writers and literary instructors
of tbe public, said 'the substance of your work, how admirable!
the style, how impossible!' But the style is the work. That is the
wanuag to the pontifically minded, to those who mistake the
passing dictates of fashion in letter and art for commandments
from on high, and ban and bar the original genius when he
breaks through the academic fence. And lest the younger
grociatJoa, to-day, exclaims 'Out on those Victorians! how
superior arc we in discernment to them/ let me remind them
t&at for sublimity there is no poem in the English language to
eaual Doughty's 'Adam Cast Forth' (1905) and that his great
1Utter to E. Gamett, isth February, 1922.